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~ SLOPER AT THE ACADEMY. 


“7 shall not forget the opening day at the Royal Academy in a hurry. I must tell you that Papa insisted on my going with him, in spite of my 
having arranged to go with Snook, Billy and Bob. In the first place, his costume was so outrageous, I felt perfectly ashamed to be seen with him. 
Then he had a row at the door, because he wanted to take a lot of his own rejected paintings in with him. The last I saw of Poor Pa, he was 
photographing the pictures right and left with a Patent Pocket Camera of his own invention. I left soon after this, thank goodness.”—Toorsie. 


A MAY DAY INCIDENT. A DIDDLER. 


— 


WHEN this century was but little more than seven years 
old, there was about town a certain young man of handsome 
1 qaahaane and good address, who lived in luxury by theft. 
His name was James Hardy Vaux, and he had had all kinds 
of good chances in life that he had thrown away. He had 
robbed all who had befriended him, and had been trans- 
ported, worked in a road gang in Sydney, then as clerk to 
the magistrates at Parainatta, and now again he was back 
in London, “a professional thief.” 

Says he, in his autobigraphy, “I generally spent the morn- 
ings—that is, from about one to five o'clock, which are the 
fashionable hours for shopping, in visiting the shops of 
pore Depending on my own address and appearance, 

determined to make a circuit of the town, and not to omit 
a single shop; and this scheme [ actuaily executed so fully, 
that I believe I did not leave ten shops untried in all 
London. My practice was to enter a shop, and request to 
look at gold seals, chains, brooches, rings, or any other small 
articles of value, and while examining them, and looking 
the shopkeeper in the face, I contrived, by sleight of hand, 
to conceal two or three, sometimes more, in the sleeve of 
my coat, which was purposely made wide. On some occa- 
sions, I purchased a trifling article to save appearances ; at 


Constable Bubbles was a smart man—in fact, one of It was a Jack-in-the-Green. “Drat'em!” said he, “Tl corner him!” quoth he. But Bobby was reck- : pan : 
the smartest men in the Metropolitan Police Force : at “the Bubbles blood bubbles in my veins at the sight  oning without his ieee aa naga deere le other times I took acard of the shop, promising to call again, 


least. this was his own idea of himself. If there was of ‘em!" On the First of May he canght sigitofone, cornered the Green, but Jack had slippel quietly and as I generally saw the remaining goods returned to the 
one thing more than another he detested— creating @ disturbance, too. “Jumping Jerusalem!— from his covering, and——well, wasn't Bubbles wild ! place from whence they were taken, there was hardly a 
see 


> 


probability of my being suspected, or of the property being 
missed. [ was never once detected in the fact, though on two 
or three occasions so much suspicion arose, that 1 was obliged to 
exert all my effrontery, and to use very high language in order, 
ns the cant phrase is, to bexnce the tradesman out of it; and my 
fashionable appearance and affected anger at his insinuations, 
had always the effect of convincing hit that he was mistaken, 
and inducing him to apologize for the affront put upon me. 
have even sometimes carried away the spoil, notwithstanding what 
had passed; and | have often gone a second and a third time to 
the same shop with as good success as at the first. To prevent 
accideuts, however, { made it a rule never to enter a second shop 
with any stolen property about me; foras soon as I quitted the 
first, | privately conveyed my booty to Bromley (an accumplice), 
who was attending my motions in the street.” 

At this risky work the rascal made about £10 a week, and occa- 
sionally he picked pockets at the theatres, but once having 
“landed " any booty, he immediately left the house to deposit it in 
soine place of safety before renewing the attempt. By this he 
sometitnes got one or two pounds, aud once twenty ; but he Bays. 
“I never failed to pay the expenses of the night, and if I gained 
nothing, I enjoyed at least a fund of amusement. In the mean- 
time, the manner in which I spent my life, abstracted from the dis- 
graceful means by which I supported myself, was perfectly regular 
and inoffensive. I applied myself to the perusal of instructive 
and amusing books, my store of which I daily increased. I occu- 
pied genteel apartments in a creditable house, the landlord of 
which understood me to hold a situation unier Government, and 
every part of my conduct at home tended to confirm his opinion 
of my respectability.” ee 

One day, however, going to the “ Mermaid Tavern,” at Hackney, 
he picked a gentleman's pocket of a snuff box, which he handed 
to the landlady to keep for him; but when claiming it again he 
was given into custody and tried for the robbery, but, by some 
curio is accident, acquitted. This, again, was no lesson to him. In 
the same ward with him, whilst awaiting trial, he met two young 
men who had been cast for death for stealing jewellery in the same 
way that he had done, and he writes, “At the moment of my joy- 
ful departure from Newgate they furnished me with a list of shops 
and gave me full instructions and useful hints for my qcance. 
Whether or not these two were hanged or transported Vaux dves 
not say, but his own fate, when next caught, was cruel enough. 

* e e 


* * * 
“Ts that all?” asked the Butterfly. e 
“No,” replied Black-Beetle Billiam; “ the last real twister is yet 


to follow.” 
(Next week,“ The Convict.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


== 

st Coneapencents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope ary enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


HARDUP.— You shouldn't grumble. Half a loaf is better than 
no bread, —CAaMERA,— Did youerer hear ofa photo that wasn't “a 
very bad likeness, you know"? We think not——WILFRID CoN- 
YERS.— Thanks for letter and cuttings. They seem to appreciate 
the Old Man down your way.—T.N. F.—Sorry we cannot answer 
your question, but we're not up in criminal law.——DAavip OWEN. 
—lt's not our fault, David ; it's all Owen to you.—C, BEARD.—- 
We m(o)ustache you to have a little patience——TRUANT HUs- 
BAND.— Vewre a nice ancient cup of Pekoe, you are.—3 ESSIB.— 
Hardly up to the mark; try again — LLoyp.— Yes, Al, we're 
pleased to say.—BARNARD Lte.—Charmed to hear from you 
again, old chap —L. F.S8.— You must bear in mind that our re- 
marks were made ina strictly Pickwichian sense. BEATIE.— 
Too long for our columns, pet.—dJ, MASTERS.—(Certainly ; cut 
veut Coupons and post regularly.—— ROBERT.—Why despair? 
Remember the little incident connected with the spider and another 
Robert—to wit, Bruce of that ilk, Sloper Watches are worth 
having, as you'll admit when you receive one, W. H. CHaAD- 
WICK.—Send in the advertisement again, and Tootsie will try and 
plrase you. —H. THORBUSH.— Moderate your feelings, please ; 
you quite frighten us.—RIFLE BORED.—Out of season just now. 

= 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Cireulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded teeiy pare of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Cnited States of America, post-Sree : 


3 Months, Is. 8d.: 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application. 
PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


ot ll © 
And the“SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT" will be given for the 
Best Answer to the following Puzzle :— 


“ WHERE’S WILFRED MURRAY P” 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 


GEORGE LEWIS, Es@., F.O.S., 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,° The List will close TUESDAY, MAY 5TH, 1891. 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Ss 
“Ou, Mrs. Smith!” ejaculated a neighbour, agitated and out of 
breath, “there's beena little boy run over upat the top of the road. 
Is your Sammy——”" “What was he like?” asked Mrs. Smith, 
deadly pale. “How was he dressed?” “Oh, @ nice clean little 
boy, in a velvet-——" “Oh, it ain't our Sammy, then,” said Mra, 
Smith, with a sigh of relief. “He ain't never clean, so that’s all 
right.” “s 
* 


“May I inquire, sir, what you consider the qualifications fora 
dramatic critic?” observed a literary aspirant. “ Failure as a dra- 
matic author and liver complaint,” replied the editor. 

ss 


* 
“CoME, kiss me, please,” I said to her ; 
“Your parents sleep—it will not wake ‘em!” 
“1 do not give my kisses, sir,” 
She said ; “my friends just simply take 'em!” 
ss 
s 
“DID you ever try your hand at a Highland fling, Smith?" in- 
quired Jones. “No-o-o0," said Smith, “can’t say I have; but I 
have my feet.” oe 
s 


Last week Mrs. Clumherbump went to see her brother, who she 
had heard was very ill. On her arrival she mo! the doctor. “ Well, 
sir, and how is poor John by this time?” she inquired. “He is 
dangerously ill, madam,” replied the medico. “Oh, well,” observed 
Mrs. C.. cheerfully, “ weshall trust to you to bring him round again, 
doctor.” “Trustin the Almighty, madam,” waa the solemn answer. 
“Oh, dear! oh, dear!” exclaimed the old Iadv, “is he as bad as 
that? Let me go up and eee him at once, then.” 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 366.—The “ Merry May ” Costume. 


WOMEN WERE DECEIVERS EVER. 
Jones had been following her for an bour. 
(Tableau! 


This gentleman had a tenor 
voice, but his friends all thought 
his mouth more adapted for a 
false-set-o. 


Rose. Well, Alice, how are you? You are looking very well; but, by-the-by, 
when I last saw you you said you were going into mourning for your uncle? 


Alice. Yes, dear, that was when we still had hopes—that is to say, before the 
will was read. 


The Old Fabric in trainin, 


London and Colney Hatch, 
Frenc! 


trip to Moscow. 
now! 


between 
fore his 
will 


ag. 


A PROUD MOMENT. 
“Oh, Tommy! ain't be a booful 
soger ?” 


(Saturday, May 2, 1891, 


“You are going to the ‘smoker,’ Charles, after all! Very weil, 
my love, I suppose you must have what you call your fun, some- 
times, Maria, before you go to bed, just rub a yard round the 
street door keyhole with a chunk of phosphorous paste. And 
while you are about it, you might just put that old feather bed 
over the mat, so that he may come down easily. Knock a few 
nails, too, into the staircase wall, and tie some thin twine on them, 
and fasten the other ends on the bannister rails; then your master 
won't polish his nose too much on those brass rods, and——" But 
he came home early after all. *° 


QuortH Dr. Quack, of Elmer's End, 

“Of all the patients I attend— 
Whate'er their aches or ails— 

None ever will my fame attack.” 

“ None ever can,” retorted Jack, 
“For dead men tell no tales !” 


s 
A#! he did love her, and no mistake. When she left England, 
he paid £22 13s. 43d. for an old cast-off line of beauty extender of 
hers, had all the wires taken out, gilt and made into a cage, in which 
was a parrot, who could say nothing but “Angelina, Angelina!” 
all the day long. He got, too, a pair of boots, took off the forty- 
eight buttons, and wears ‘em round his waist for a galvanic band— 
couldn't go to sleep without ‘em. Ah! that man did know how to 
love, oe 
s 


“WHY are you so ead, dearest?” “Sad! I'm morbid. M 
editor wants two colums of comic copy by to-night's post—wouldn't 
that make you sad?” “No doubt it will, dearest, if I read 1.” 
That's how they go on since ex parte Emily Jackson. 

* * 


s 
“WELL, Master Sloper,” said the new Curate, who does not yet 
know the private characters of his flock, “and do you love your 
young friend, Master Higgins?” “Love him!" exclaimea 
Alexandry, with contemptuous sniff, “No, | should think not; he 
ain't a girl!” *\° 


The Morning after the Smoking Concert. At Breakfast. 
Brother of Host. By Jove, John, it was a wet evening Ja-t aight ! 
Host, Yes, old man ; I think you got a pretty good sonking. 
Little Johnnie. 1f you got soaked last night, uncle, are you wet 

this mecalng 
Brother. No, Johnnie. Strange to say, 1am very dry. Another 
cup of coffee, please ! ** 


“Yes,” Bladder pater remarked, “a man at forty is either a foot 
ora physician.” And the Olive Branch thought awhile, then said, 
“Pa, 1 knew you weren't a physician, but 1 didn’t know you were 
—forty.” *° 


“Sure, I could not love thee less, my love, loved I not honour 
more.” “What!” she cried, with a wrathful glance of the eye that 
would have melted a halfpenny cream ice into a tea-spoonful of 
aqua pura, “And you love Honor O'Flannagan more than me, 
ye base, black hearted epalpeen! Let me run against her, my honey, 
and I'll comb her face wit my left boot,” etc. It’s a great pity 
that in this sad, poor lingo of ours we spell so many words alike. 

s 


STRIVE as we may, we never can 
Tell whoare happy, who forlorn; 
The cutest little shoe of tan 
May hidea very painful corn! 


. 

Mrs. SPILLIKIN says that her suspicions about the wickedne:s 
of mankind are only too confirmed. The latest thing that bold 
bad men have gone in for is a patent mouth phonograph. The 
male thing keeps it on his tongue, gets some forward creature to 
kiss him, and then the sound of it is preserved. In the wardroom 
of one of our biggest ironclads, she says, all the young fellows 
have fot them. st Christmas Day, when “ Sweethearts ond 
wives’ was toasted, all the phonographs were let off at once. The 
worthy captain made a hideous shriek : “ What are they letting ott 
that confounded Gatling fur?” ** 


Mrs. CLUMBERBUMP considers that it is a most remarkable 
thing that wedding rings should be made plain. She thinks that, 
as being emblematical of a pure married life, they ought to be 
“chaste.” * ° 


Heard on board a certain training brig not a hundred miles from 
Portsmouth. 

anes Instructor. Haven't you finished that Turk’s head knot 
yet 
: Boy. No, sir ; I—I—I can't see how to do it. 

Seaman Instructor, Well you're a pretty sort of feller, you are! 
Why, you haven't got so much sense about yer as this litile brig 
has: she can make six knots in an hour with the wind on the 
quarter, but I'll be hanged if you can make one / 

ss 
s 

“T LIKE,” said the Great One, “to bea man of my time.” “Yes,” 
said the tyrant of the “ Blue Pig” yonder. “There's your time in 
the morning to have your first, that's directly the doors open ; 
there's your time for the last, that’s when you're chucked at closing ; 
there's a time when you're on the tote, that’s when you've leaving- 
shopped everything except the Dutch oven, and you've only kept 
that to rock one of the twins in.” SLOPER was hurt, and the 
gins are really too small at that bally old shanty. No more, no 
more! * 


“ERE, wot do yer call this ‘ere ’addock?” inquired Mrs. Brown. 
“Give usa fine'un.” “This ‘ere lt are all fine ’uns, lady,” said the 
coster. “ Don’t yer b'leeve it? Look for yerself, then.” (Pulls out 
box.) “There you are—FINNANS. Now, p'r'aps, you'll b'leeve me.” 


* 
HEAVEN biess the wives ! 
They fill our hives 
With little bees and honey ; 
Thev ease life’s shocks, 
They mend our socks ; 
But don't they spend our money? 


Last week Sloper’s Island was ina wonderful state of excitement 
over the election of a churchwarden. Men, who had never been in 
the sacred edifice since they were married, attended the vestry meet- 
ing, and it was quite pathetic to hear thein as they recognized one 
another. “Hullo, Charlie, old man! how are you?) What are you 
going to have?” And then the blank look of disappointment 
which ensued when they realized that the nearest booze was the 
sacramental wine, which had been put under an extra lock in 
honour of the occasion. The vicar suggested that the best man for 
churchwarden was the one who had the softest arm-chair and kept 
the best brand of cigars; he did not mention the whisky, but that 
was understood. The proceedings were enlivened by two or three 
challenges to personal combat; and finally the man who is cou- 
sidered the best judge of whisky in the island was duly elected. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture to be given to one of the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S IHAlP-HOLI- 
DAY,” ts an otl painting by ARTHUR HACKER, measuring 64 in. x 42 in. in @ 
splendid gold frame, and entitled 


ce 
FORSAKEN .’’ 
Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announes- 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time berore June 50th. 
Address—” ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


©,° This Picture 1s on View every day between 10 a.m, and 6 p.m., except Satur- 
days, when the hours are 10 a.m. and 1 p.m. 


“ 


“ 


Saturday, May 2, 1891.) 
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TOOTSIE ON THE TAPE. 


1 saw, the other night at the Avenue, one of the most exciting 
scenes | had ever come across in a play, aud I've seen—wel', just a 


ofttice in 
New York 
—the city 
of gam- 
blers. A 
fierce rage 
for specu- 
lation pos- 
sesses ev- 
erybody. 
You can 
imagine 
the clain- 
our on 
"Change 
without 
and the 
mad _bat- 
tle be- 
tween the 
Bulls and 
Bears, 
Watson 
Flint, the 
stolid 
stockbroker, has no occasion to tax his imagination. He knows 
it is there; he has seen it scores and scores of times, and takes 
gains or losses with equanimity—taking his percentage as the 
money passes to and fro through his smooth hands, 

The stockbroker, presumably, has his clerks hard at work in other 
rooms or out on 'Change; but he, with an inward chuckle, antici- 
pates ‘es of fun before the day is over; for a big game is being 
played by his two principal clients, Nicholas Vanalstyne, jun., 
against Nicholas Vanalstyne, sen.—Young Nick against Old Nick, 
son against father—surely quite, guite fin de siécle. Old Nick isa 
rascal certainly, but with some soft placvs in his heart; and if a 
robber a bold one, ready to face openly any open enemy, and fight 
fair. and as willing to strangle the life out of any secret foe. One 
can’t help having a sort of liking for him. 

Old Nick has three children—a daughter as cute as ever you find 
them ready made in the States, and two sons strangely unlike each 
other. The elder, Nicholas, is the favourite; he is, as is his sister, 
just like his mother—a hard nail that mother, seemingly, with the 

ardest of cast iron heads—and his father thinks him, too, as 
Jonas Chuzzlewit's father's clerk thought Jonas, “ his father’s own 
son.” But dead on to business, deadly dead on, indeed as was that 
same Jonas who poisoned his father and buried him with profuse 
ceremony and at exceptional expense. But there is the other 


Nicholas Vanalstyne junr.: 
LEWIs WALLER. 


Nicholas Vanalstyne: 
W. H. VERNON. 


Lord Arthur Trelawney: 
EaRLE DOUGLAS, 


Rose Vanalstyne: 
FLORENCE WEST. 


brother, Bertie, a New York “ Masher,” or “ Dude "—an American 
Johnny who dresses himself of to what he has been told a London 
Johnny is like,and whose idle life and incapacity for business have 
so angered Old Nick that the latter has given him a big cheque 
and sent him adrift to shift for himself. He is a g h 
fellow, though, this second son, and he makes up his mind to try 
and do something to support the girl who has fallen in love wit 
aoe ; and meanwhile he keeps the money his father has given him 
ntact, 

_ The office is still very quiet, nothing to be heard but the tick, 
tick of the cruel tape; but presently in blusters the rough, red 
faced father. He has been on a pleasure trip. In he comes, in 
great excitement, for he has heard that some secret enemy, whilst 
ne has been away, has been hard at work and bent upon ruining 
his last pet enterprise—The Henrietta Mine. The secret enemy is 
of course his favourite son, who, in order to place himself at the 
head of the financial world, has long been opposing his father on 
change. This the smooth faced, soft handed stockbroker knows, 
and he ney watches the cruel game. 

Tick, tick, tick, tick ! 

The tape works; he finds the prices sinking lower and lower 
every few minutes, It becumes at length a question of moments. 
He must put down all his valuable securities as “cover” if he is to 
be saved. He sends his clerk for them. But he has been fore- 
stalled. Cold as 
ice, the white 
faced wretch, his 
son, tells him he 
himself has 
them. The father 
fs ruined. Not 

uite, though, yet. 

he younger son 
has planked the 
produce of the big 
cheque down fm 
his father’s fa- 
vour. The shares 
go up. It is Nick, 
jm whois broke. 

e ‘has long been 
suffering from 
disease of the 
heart. The shock 
strikes him down, 
and as he rolls 
grey and dead up- 
on the office floor 
the tape still ticks, 
ticks, ticks. 

An excellent 
Play well played. 

ernon is grand, 
Lewis Waller 
splendid, Johnny 
Shine screaming- 
ly funny; Henry 
Lee great, Earle 
Douglas enormous, Donald Robertson very droll, and Yorke 
Stephens good; Florence West, Marion Lee, and Mary Jocelyn all 
nice; and Fanny Brough, with her sensational sit-down act, just 
magnificent. Sample the Avenue. 


Bertie Vanalstyne : 
J. L. SHINE. 


Agnes Lockwood : 
MARION LEE. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below,and post it to:— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” $9 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” May 2nd, 1891. 
NONE Sr ee a TE 


AMMPOSS o.oo. cccccecescesccee 


Age.............. Occupation, if, any 00... 


How many times applied ..... 


How long a Purchaser of ; 
the ‘‘Half-Holiday"’ 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evening nezt, 
May 5th. “The List for April 23th will be published’ in the 
“ HaLF-HOLIDAY " for May 9th. 


247th WEEK. 
LIST FOR APRIL 18th. 


“ Sloper” Watches have been given to the following :— 


1. ALFRED HALL, Coal Merchant, 27 Grafton Terrace, Malden Road. Age, 25 
years. Subscriber—from No. 1. LONDON. 
2. JAMES DAY, Shopman, 26 Selbourn Road, Denmark Hill. Age. 22 years, 
Subscriber—since commencement. ON DON. 
3. JOHN F. BIGGS, Metropolitan Railway Guard, 194 3rd Avenue, Queen's 
Park Estate. Age, 29 years. Suhscriber—since Nv. 1. LONDON. 
4. JAMES TRUSCOTT, Coastguard, Leazes Street. Age, 39 years. Subscriber 
—since June, 1885, AMBLE. 
5. ISAAO MILLS, Midland Railway Guard, 3 Wilfred Place. Age, 35 years, 
Subscriber—6 years. ASHBY-DE-LA-ZOUCH. 
6. PHILIP DEATH, Baker, 3 Orchard Terrace. Age, 31 years. Subscriber— 
since No. 1. BLACKHEATH HILL. 
7. GEORGE GITSHAM, Barber, Fore Street. Age, 44 years. Subscriber—6 
years, 37 weeks. BRIXHAM. 
8. ROBERT ATKINSON, Printer, 6 Gilesgate. Age, 39 years. Subscriber— 
9 


$ years, HAM. 
. ANNIE F. CAPON, Theatre Street. Age, 24 years, Subscriber—6 vears, 3 
months. YTHE. 
10. 8S. HEFFORD, Clicker, High Street. Age,25 years. Subscriber—since com- 
mencement. IRTHLINGBOROUGA. 
11. ROBT. W. HEDLEY, Clerk, 44 Stanton Street. Age, 20 vears. Subscriber 
6 veare. NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE. 
12, ARTHUR JONES, Cabinet Maker, 30 Foden Street. Age. 24 years, Sub- 
scriber—6 years. NEWCASTLE (Staffs.). 
13, JOSEPH MILLINGTON, Crane Driver, 45 Bentinck Street. A 27 vears. 
Subseriber—since No. 2. RUNCORN. 
14. 8. E. STONE, Clerk, Bectles Green, Motcombe. Age, 27 years. Subscriber 
—5 vears, 39 weeks. SHAFTESBURY. 
18 A. BRISLEY, Soldier, 2nd B. R. W. Kent Regiment. Age, 24 years. 
Subscriber—since September, 1884. SHORNCLIFFE CAMP. 
16. ANN AYRE, Newsagent, Cleadon. Age, 58 years. Subscriber—6 years, lu 


weeks. SUNDERLAND. 
17. HERBERT PRECIOUS, Soldier, 33rd Field Battery, RA. Age, 18 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement. WEEDON. 


18, ELIZA PISHER, Lady'’smaid, 1 St. Mary's Road, Oatlands Park. Age, 24 
years. Subscriber—6 years, 6 months. WEYBRIDGE. 

19. WALLACE WITHERS, Railway Porter, West Hill. Age, 24 years. Sub- 
acriber—since February, 1885. WINCANTON. 

20. G. LEEDS, Clerk, Coldham House, Culdham. Age, 18 years. Subscriber— 
since June, 1885. WISBECH. 


GIRLS TO GET ON WITH. 
No. 11.—THE CHAMBERMAID. 


A Lot of simple minded crocks 
Seem under the impression 
That chambermaids in tasty frocks 
( Displaying, to discretion, 
. A certain article called “ hose,” 
More widely known as stocking), 
Are sad. demoralizing shows, 
And altogether shocking ! 
And more than that, these crocks assert 
The chambermaid is apt to flirt! 


The chambermnid, they further say, 
A failure absolute is— 
Diaqualified in every way 
To prosecute her duties ; 
“For who,” indignantly they ask, 
“In place where Man's expected 
Are more unfitted for the task 
For which they are selected? 
A woman anaw'ring to the ring ! 
1 never heard of such a thing?” 


Maybe I’m prejudiced a bit, 
And speak with biased feeling, 
(It’s possible, I must admit, 
I'm partial in my dealing)— 
But if of things I'm any judge 
(Perhaps you'll say I'm not, now), 
This crockish cry is all a fudge— 
A lot of beastly rot. Now, 
Imagine, all ye good and staid, 
A home without its chambermaid ! 
—Don Juan, Junior. 


———— 


THE GUILELESS AMATOOR. 


How sweet it is to see the guilelessness and innocence which 
characterize the ordinary amateur billiard player! Only the other 
afternoon we saw alittle game, and that between two utter duffers ; 
but one duffer was a bit better than the other duffer, and yet the 
worst duffer was backing himself, with a non-p'ayer, and for all 
the “ready” he could find. And as the utter duffers were known 
to be pals, and there was a prospect of that winning duffer saving 
his friend’s monev, the non-playing backer went up aud whispe 
in his ear, as loud as a foghorn— 

“Mind you play a straightforward, gentlemanly game, now. rm 
knock your ‘ onion’ off if ye don’t; but you're on a couple o’ quid 
if you win.” : 

t was very touching ; but, believe us, brethren, he sailed home. 


WOUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALP-HOUDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engaged. Keaders 
desiring a delineation of ther character must send this announcement, inclosed 
with a letter of moderate lenath, siasned with the usual stunature, and accomvanied 
by a stamped, addressed envelope (with the writer's own address), AU letters must 


be directed to— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the abore regulations. 

Oneing to the enormous number of letters received, Answers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be orwarded as early as possible. 
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A PAINTING LESSON. 


_ 


It was the private opinion of Bertha Blagstatfe—more familiarly 
styled and better knownas Mary—that society failed to sufficiently 
appreciate her. Be- 
longing, as she did, <= 
to the great and ils 
autocratic order of 
“slaveys,” this belief 
can hardly be calcu- 
lated to excite 
wonder iu the philv- 
sophic mind; but, 
for obvious reasons, 
it may be noted. 

She had left her 
first place because 
her mistress would 
persist in speaking 
of her as “that 
young woman"; 
and, as though 
desirous of adding 
insult to injury, had 
even hinted that an 
occasional wash— 
say, Once a week— 
would do no harm, 
but might, on the 
contrary, serve to 
bring to light some 
hitherto carefuily 
hidden beauties of 
complexion. 

Inspired by a sim- 
ple and touching 
taith in the power 
of her own prose charms, Bertha’s wildest aspiration was an 
unconquerable desire to possess a real live silk gown. 

Her present mistress was young and pretty, and, being but 
recently married, was the constant recipient of numerous presents 
from a doting, soft headed husband (who, poor wretch! would 
doubtless have a lengthened opportunity, a little later on, of mourn- 
ing in sackcloth, ashes and nights at the club, the earty fruits of 
his marital simplicity). Among other things, he had presented her 
with a handsome black silk dress, and the first time she appeared 
in this, Bertha’s soul was rent with envy. 

“Only to think,” she exclaimed to her confidant, the washer- 
woman, “of ‘er ‘avin’ a dress like that! Not that she looks bad iu 
it; but, bless you, she ain't got my figger!" which was perfectly 
true, 

“Lor’, now, yourn isa figger, my dear; one as the Kerveen of 
Ingliud ‘ud be proud on!” said the sycophantic confidant. 

From that moment Bertha’s mind was made up. she would 
wear that dress or 
perish in the ot- 
tempt; and the 
fates being appar- 
ently propitious, an 
opportunity soon 
occurred. 

Her mistress, in 
response to a press- 
ing invitation, 
went to spend the 
day with a fiend. 
How gaily Bertha 
wield the light 
fantastic broom ! 

Three o'clock 
found her stand- 
ing in front of the 
wardrobe contain- 
ing the envied gar- 
ment. With what 
trembling hands 
did she array her- 
self in the shim- 
mering cascade of 
rustling silk; but 
when it came to 
that delicate part 
of the operation 
yclept “ fastening,” 
an unforeseen difti- 
culty _ presented 
itself. er mis- 
tress wae the 
registered Halil placate of a slight and somewhat girlish figure, 
while Bertha’s ample form ran upon more Duduian lines. How- 
ever, the loss of some half-dozen buttons and the insertion of 1 
corresponding uumber of pins served to remedy the defect, and in 
all the majesty of her borrowed plumes Bertha sallied forth, not 
omitting the wise precaution of concealing the unwonted splendour 
of her attire beneath a capacious cloak. She was doubtful at first 
whether she should wear a cloak, so eager was she to display her 
“figger” in real downright silk. 

Wending her way to the fashionable part of the promenade, and 
finding it comparatively deserted (the Slushton-on-Mud “season ” 
hau barely begun),she quickly removed the disfiguring cloak, and, 
sinking gracefully upon one of the public seats, vrmitted her 
imagination to indulge in blissful anticipatory dreams of an 
admirer. 

Footsteps were soon heard approaching, and Bertha hastened to 
assume a languishing expressiou, quickly changed. however to 
one, of dismay, 
when a rough 
voice cried— 

“Why, blarm 
my eyes, some 
peopie must be 

lind! If you 
don't want to stick 
to that seat alto- 
gether, mum, 
you'd best get up. 

t’s just been 
painted.” 

With a scream 
of horror, poor 
Bertha sprang to 
her feet; but, 
alas! the gown, 
a moment ago 
black as the 
raven's wing, was 
now tastefully 
streaked with 
white, Quakiny 
with dread, she 
made for home, 
and arrived just 
in time to run into 
the outraged arms 
of her surprised, 
indignant and un- 


“That young woman.” 


Arrayed in silk. 


expectedly re- Oh, horror ! 
turned mistress, ae 
But why dwell upon the tragedy of the scene? Sufiice to say, 


another “young lady” is at present in want of a situation aud a 
silk dress, 
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a 1 k Misa ‘Spankels i “nat horrid minx, sam Feige! has hg r 4 
“Awa tule, you know, Miss Spankels, is-aw-—a “ reco; lik ied snubbed me, dear, for which I shall be reveng fer 
horse crossed with a donkey,” “Nols Di aiiaipe ae: OUR FUTURE ARMY. father, a widower, has asked me to marry him. I 
Miss Spankels (innocently). Is your horse a mule, “ Why, it’s a portrait of me!” Officer. Who the —— are you? shall accept his proposal, Then for vengeance,”—£z- 
then, Mr. Sluppins ? “Indeed! Well, I shouldn't have thought so; it's so pretty!” Warrior. Please, sir; I'm the orderly! tract from Letter uf Young Lady. 


e® Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


Mag Sloper will be delied to receive photographs fron DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—WILSON BARRETT, Esq. 
TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. 


(1). Mrs. Sloper always says A. SLOPER hasn't a mind of his own, consequently he | are my lines; and, if I mistake me not, old saveloy, should have asked you that ques- 
was a bit unminded in what character he should interview Mr. Wilson Barrett. At tion. But no matter; goon. I will follow thee.——(3). HAM. (reading). The Silver 
first he thought of the fair Ophelia ; but, after mature consideration, he came to the | Atng, Chatterton, Hamlet, Claudian, Hoodman Blind, Rominey Rye, Lights o' London. 
conclusion he was hardly suitable for the part.—(2). How about the First Grave GuosT. A fair assembly this, I find thee apt ; and dull r should'st thou be than the 
Digger? No! brother George might feel A. SLOPER was digging the ground from | fat weed !—(4). The fat weed! Ah! that doth remind me well. (Produces church- 
No. 180.—Miss EcNIcE VANCE. under him, The Ghost? The ver thing! The Interview. Enter Mr. WILSON 


warden). Will you play upon this pipe, and blow a cloud very like a whale? GHOST 
BARRETT as Hamlet, Ham. The air bites shrewdly. Enter Mr. A. SLOPER as the (taking pipe and smoking). Mark me. Ham. I will.—(5). (Does so.) GHOST. A 
, “Once more I'm fettered by Love's golden shackles.” Ghost, GHosT. It isa nipping air, eo— (Removes helmet, takes bottle out Of tt and | hit—a very palpable hit! HAM. (remorse/ully), Alas! poor Ghost. GuostT. O Hamlet! 
—The Dook Snook. drinks) HAM. (watching the "ace a ). Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! (Pro- | thou hast cleft my nose in twain, But, soft! methinks it advisable, under present 
“Thou art, indeed, divine, beloved.” —Lord Bob. duces Olympic bill and reads.) GHOST. it do Bade read, my lord? HaM. A bill, | circumstances, to give up the ghost. So astieu, adieu, adieu! Remember me. 
“Tam a willing victim to her charms.” —The Hon. Billy. e’en o’ the play. List! List, oh! list. GHosT. Hallo! we're getting mixed. Those (Arit abruptly, assisted by Hamlet's boot—a good sized ten, by-the-way. 


| AN ATTEMPT 


TO INSURE THE LAIRD. 


(1). “ Laird, Laird ! insure yersel’ at once in the Glasky Akkapurer Accidental. ‘In the mist of ife—!'" (3). “Gang hame, gang hame to the Guse dubs, haist o° Glasky tatt le! Dye no ken that tne charactereestic 0’ tl. 
Browside is perfec’ immunity frae piel dara 0’ all kinds, wh’ Pagina fries peacefu’ state o' mind ?” 
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PieGune-Skows: 


It’s useless opening my show in the good old-fashioned way by informing you that here we are | 
again, as vou are doubtless one and all «ware of that fact, and are, in all probability, tired to death 
of hearing it announced. The weather is also a played-out subject. So we will proceed to business 
at once :—Of primroses a grand display Was seen by all the other day :—These war alarms, upon 
my word, Are really getting tov absurd :—You one and all will surely go To’ see our yearly 

LE a eae a hie DR ail ee 


, Bully Hopeful. Think I'm going to take off my ‘at to you, mister? 
No fear! Why, yer ain't got enough stuffing in yer wig to fill 
mother's old sofa, 


“PLAY UP, BOYS!” 
Commencement of the Oricket Season. 
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Amateurs Champions 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


picture show :—Their ways are funny, I declare—The “ House” is but an Irish Jair :—Though 

once his deeds we all admired, of H. M.S. we're getting tired :—Some troops in open mutiny Broke 

out at Portsmouth, so I see :—It really seems a dreadful shame Our opera house to sv defame.—The 

| good old Pathriots are having a rare old time of it in the House of Commons, are they not? Well, 
good luck to ‘em! They deserve it, bedad.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


HIS MELANCHOLY. 
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“ Begorra, I have had nothin’ but sorrow all my life, but I believe 
T'm in Lucknow.” 


HIS ENEMY. 
“ Come on, I shay—(hic)—if = call ycurshelf a—(Aic)—man, 
or else I'll pull your ugly nose.” 


She. Wow melancholy you look, Fred! Are you in love? 
He (sighing). No; but nearly as bad, though—I'm in debt. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


=~ 
“WE ARE SEVEN." 

THIS is an eventful day in the annals of this O'er Cobweb-Grown 
Journal, for it is its Birthday—what’s more, its Seventh Birthday ! 
To the staff at “99” there's something 
a bit rer in the idea of being 
Seven. With their guileless minds they 
seem to associate with the event the 
observation of that Ventriloquial Old 
Gentleman who said, “I say, Cole, that 
child's more than Sev- 
en.” But then, evervr- 
one knows what “ The 
Sloperies’ ” young men 
are, and every allow- 
ance must be made ac- 
cordingly. Toa man 
like A. SLOPER, who 
has, through his vast 
experience, become the 
Bald Pated Beadle of 
Shoe Lane, there is no- 
thing in being Seven. 
Therefore, he will say 
no more, than to enable 
you to com- 
pete for his 
£1,000 
Prize, you 
must show 
SLOPER that 
you have 
bought his 
paper for six 
months, 
therefore, commencing with “ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOL1DAyY " for 
January 3rd, 1891, cut out the first paragraph in “ Ally-Campane”’ 
from each week's paper, and keep the cuttings by you until June 
27th, 1891, when you will have twenty-six in your possession. Then 
add two lines to complete the following Nursery Khyme :— 


There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


He fell down the stairs, 
That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER! 
The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings, as svon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Sloper’s £1,000 Competition.” Don't post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that 
is, one from each week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
3rd, 1891. and ending June fol 1891. To the writer of the best 


Rhyme will be awarded £1, A, SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock. “ * 


UNDOUBTEDLY both useful and ornamental as were many of the 
costumes worn by the stallholders at the “Coming Dress” bazaar, 
it is very doubtful if any of them Ver 
will ever be adopted save by a (Eo Sh 
few faddists, who even then will rey 
only wear them in the comparative 
privacy of their own homes. Dress 
reformers aim at too radical a 
change, and consequently frighten 
where they might convert. From 
the ordinary garb of the fair sex to 
a divided skirt is too far acry, even 
in these advanced days. We have 
certainly improved upon the 
dresses worn by our 
AA mothers, 
ndeed, many emi- 
nent artists declare 
the prevailing style 
of costume for 
somes to be as _ 

rfect as ible. 
Why alter iP 

s 

THE Hoary Headed 
Beacon has conferred 
the “Sloper Award 
of Merit” upon 
“Morny” CANNON, 
because he won the 
City and Suburban 
on Nunthorpe. “ Reg- 
‘lar chip of the old 
Block, ain't he, fey- . 
ther?” observed the Blue Eyed Pigeon, as the two meandered 
through the swing doors of the Albert Club. 


Goon old T, A. Kennedy, F.0.S,, the well known mesmerist, who 
has been on a visit to America for sume weeks, is on his way back 
to London, and will shortly delight and astonish everybody with 
his mesmeric performance once again, 


. 

THERE can be no two opinions about L'Enfant Prodigue, now 
playing to crowded houses at the Prince of Wales’. It isa perfectly 
delightful en- 
tertainment, 
at once 
humorous 
pathetic and 
unique, Pic- 
ture to your- 
self, reader, a 
piay in which 
nosingle word 
is spoken by 
the artistes, in 
which the ac- 
tion is ad- 
vanced and 
the story 
made intellig- 
ible to the au- 
dience solely 


by anto- 
mime! Ima- 
gine the 


power of ex- 
pression 
which must 
be possessed 
by the perfor- 
mers in order 
to properly in- 
terpret the 
story! Neither 
can too much 

praise be 
awarded to the composer of the music, to which much of the charm 
of the production is due. It is bright, tuneful and eminently suit- 
able for its purpose. Little wonder, then, that the new musical 
play without words has become the talk of the town, 
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VERILY, the possession of beauty appears to be a doubtful advan- | 


tage nowadays. The many dangers and annoyances to which a 
lovely woman is sub- 
jected are almost suf- 
ficient to cause her to 
envy her less favoured 
sisters. At the Imperial 
Opera House, Vienna, 
the other night, the 
young and autiful 
Countess Von Schoen- 
born, after witnessing 
the performance, en- 
tered her carriage un- 
attended. Scarcely had 
the groom mounted the 
box, after closing th: 
door, than the Countess 
felt herself seized hy 
some person who had 
secreted himself in the 
vehicle, and who show- 
ered passionate kisses 
upon her face and 
neck. The lady's 
shrieks attracted atten- 
tion, the carriage was 
stopped, and the Coun- 
tess’ demonstrative ad- 
mirer, who passionately 
protested his love, led 
off to chokey, where he 
will remain pending im 
Pe: as to his sanity. 

he doubt expressed 
Hpea this point strikes us as anything but complimentary to the 
ady. es 

s 


Most of the Members of the Royal Society of Painters in Water 
Colours have resigned, because the portrait by Teniers de Chinese 
White of SLOPER's ancestor, Vandeleur Delapoof Kamtulican 
Sloper, who is supposed to have been eaten by Cannibals in the 
reign of Charles II., has been placed in the Dining Hall at “The 
Sloperies.” Mr. J. W.N orth, R.W.S., F.0.S., says the colour alone 
is enough to take away your appetite for a month, 

s* 


s 
£1:1:0 and the “SLopeR AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
resented to Mr. GEO. FerGuson, 8 Olive Terrace, Crawford 
Street, 5.E., for the correct answer to the following riddle: — 
“Why did the Queen go to Grasse ?"'—“ Being seedy, she ran to 
Grass-e.”” ee 
s 


ACCORDING to novelettes, shilling shockers, and other literary 

roductions, more or less interesting, on the First of May the frisky 
amblet should 
gambol in the 
fields, and the 
heart of every 
man, woman and 
child be light 
blithesome an 
gay. Why sucha 
state of affairs is 
necessary—or, in- 
deed, to be ex- 
pected—is beyond 
our comprehen- 
sion. In past ages, 
when, if we are to 
believe historians, 


| Bell 


(Saturday, May 2, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING May 9TH, 1891. 
ese 

8rd May, 1828.—Copy of a Bill posted at Speldhurst, near 
Tunbridge Wells :— 

“To NAVIGATORS AND OTHERS.—A of a side of bacon will 
be barrowed for on Saturday the 3d of May being fidgets Fair day 
by men of any age the men are to be Blindfolded and to Drive the 
Barrows backwards Men 75 years of age to jump in a Sack fora 
good old bowler the persou who has the Fortune to Get it May ex- 
change it for any other Sort should they not like bowler. Youths 
to Run Sideways for a second ha .d pair of Shoes the Shoes are as 
ae as new as they have not been worn More than three years, 

he Evening will Conclude with a Galleard 

“ DANCE. 

“N.B. Pedlors must find Materials for their Stalls And an 
Ladey who Drinks more than 12 Quarterne of Gin will be Counted 
a Disgrace to the Fair and put into a Porkry and all bully huffs 
waggers, &c. must clear by 1 o'clock in the morning N.B, 
Mr. Best newly laid in a stock of excellent Lewis and Ton- 
bridge Wells ale and is of a most superior Quality and he hopes it 
will give universal satisfaction. No person to Erect a Booth with- 
out Subscribing to the Barrdw Match 5 shillings No Gandering will 
Be allowed at this Fair Six Women to Run for a New Gown.’ 


4th May, 1889.—During this night, as the fishermen at the 
station below the Linn of Campsie were dragging their nets 
ashore, they found the bag to contain, not a go aul of salmon, 
which the splashing and resistance had led them to anticipate, but 
an otter which measured nearly six feet in length. 


5th May, 570.—Mahomet was born on this day. The leading 

Article of Faith which Mahomet preached is, Gibbon says, “com- 

ed of an eternal truth, and 9 necessary fiction, namely, ‘That 
there is only one God, and that Mahomet is the apostle of God.’” 


6th May, 1727.—This day died Catherine I., Empress of 
Russia, of oe tokay in the 39th year of herage. Catherine, 
who was the daughter of a peasant, was married to Peter 1. in 1712, 
and in 1724 he raised her to the imperial rank. 


7th May, 1668.—“ To the king’s playhouse,” says Pepys, under 
this date, * where, going in for Knipp, the play being done, I did see 
Beck Marshall come dressed off the stage and looking mighty fine, 
and pretty and noble; and also Nell in her boy's clothes, mighty 
pretty ; but, lor’, their confidence! and how many men do hover 
round them as soon as they come off the stage, and how confident 
they are in their talk!” 


8th May, 1828.—A country paper of this date says:—“A 
farmer who regularly attends Devizes market (finding the article 
unsaleable) gave another farmer 100 bushels of potatoes, which he 
was to send for, and on meeting here last Thursday, the following 
dialogue took place : ‘ How did the "taties turn out ?’ ‘Oh, main 
good ; I never eated better ‘une for the time o’ year, and they are 

retty nigh one.’ ‘Well, thee may ha’ some more on ‘um if thee 
ikest.’ ‘Why, if I do, thee and me must ha’ a fresh agreement.’ 
‘Fresh agreement! why, din’t I gie thee the 'taties?’ ‘Ah, but I 
can't afford to ha’ ony more if thee don't pay one of the pikes!’ 


| The waggon had to pass two turnpike gates, the toll of one was 4d. 


and the other 44d.” 
Oth May, 1852.—Miss Lydia Foote made her first appear- 


| ance this day, at the Lyceum, as a child in Zhe Chain of Events. 


BEST WISHES. 


Composed on the Seventh Birthday of the “Hat¥-Houipay," 


By HALFRED LORD TENNYSON, Poet Laureate and F.O.S. 


Lone life to SLOPER, the F.O.M., 
And success to all around him! 


the sun deigned to 
smile kindly upon 
this world even be- 
fore the First, this 
happy state of ex- 
isteuce might in- 
have been 
experienced. But 
in modern times, 
with a piercing 
north-easterly 
wind predominat- 
ing, freezing the 
very marrow in our 
bones, and snow 
storms, blizzards and other little pleasantries hourly expected, we 
defy the most contented lamblet to work up even the ghost of a 
zambol, and as for the heart of the average human being—well, 
appy is he who, at this period, possesses one that is light, blithe- 
some and gay. it is true A. SLOPER's heart is light, hkewise his 
pockets—but this is probably due more to ‘‘ Unsweetened” than 
the fact that it is the First of May, 


"> 


s 

WILD excitement was the order of the day at “The Sloperies,” 
on le lamas last, when it became known that Uncle Botfin had 
given five shillings and sevenpence halfpenny to ALLY's “ Christ- | 
mas Appeal.” The Eminent’s first impulse was to immediately call | 
his creditors together; but, later on in the day, after a few | 
“smilers” at the “Spotted Cow,” he decided to weather the storm. | 
With the assistance of Lord Bob and one or two financial friends 
in the City, the money was raised, and the necessary eleven shil- 
lings and threepence safely deposited at the Capital and Counties’ 
Bank. “Saved yer bacon once more, feyther!” quoth the Curly 
Headed Chit'ling. *° 


THE Friend of Man has been reading 
from 153 Fleet Street, entitled, “Tottie,” 
written by a Lady of Title, 
too! A. SLOPER is not going 
to mention names, but he 
knows that Lady of Title well. 
Many a time, at five o'clock 
teas, in Mayfair, when enrap- 
tured with her maiden love- 
liness, has the Mildewed One 
blushed at the very—— “At 
it again, feyther?” chimed in 
Alexandry, the Shoe Lane 
Cherub; “but I happreciate 
yer feelin’s. TOTTIE isa jammy 
shillin’sworth, and no mistake 
—there’s every excuse for yer.” 


a little book, published 
a shilling shocklet, and 


THURSDAY evening, April 
16th, Anno Domini 1891, was 
the exact date of the Fabric’s 
visit to the Montpelier Music 
Hall. We lay some stress on 
this point for the guidance of 
historians and chroniclers. 
The occasion was a concert 
got up in aid of the Coster- 
mongers’ Protection Union 
Banner Fund, and it affords 
A. SLOPER the greatest satis- 
faction to say that everything 
went off well. “Ain't the 
Guv'nor arum un?” observed 
Alexandry to Heveliny. “One 
night he's a-pecking with Halbert Hedward, and the 
a-'ubnobbing with the gentle coster.” 


hext 


May health and wealth and “ Unsweetened Gin” 
For evermore surround him ! 
May the wife of his chest 
Never stop—never rest 
Financially to ease him! 
May tne Girls of the “ Friv.” 
In unanimity live, 
With one idea to please him ! 
CuHorvs. 
Then Bang the gaysome Cymbal, 
And beat the festive drum ; 
Many Happy Returns to SLOPER, 
Rum! 


u um!! Tum!!! 
(Ent. Sta. Hall. All Rights Reserved.) 


————_>——— 


WEDDING PRESENTS. 


It is the fashion of the day, in circles where they are “ not oofy” 
(anglice, impecunious), for the family of the bride to hire the 
wedding presents; but, in connection with this custom, there was 
a terrible exposé the other day in the aristocratic neighbourhood of 
Tottenham Kise. A silver tea-service,a case of salt-cellara,a pepper 
castor or two, and an assortment of tish-slices had been duly hired 
from a neighbouring “uncle,” and the “ presents" had been the 
theme of considerable gush. Just after the health of the bride and 
bridegroom had been pecceed and Jewlyer's father (who had 
been “dragged” up, theugh now a successful paper-stainer) had 
shaken hands with the hired butler and called him “sir,” the 
general servant burst into the room. 

“Oh, please, m'm,” said she, “the young man’s cajled from 
Mister Levy's for the corfy-pot with the coopid a-top of it, which 
he sez the young man ‘ave culled to take it hout.” 


—— 


A TOOLE STORY. 


HERE is a new anecdote of dear old Johnny Toole, and A. SLO- 
PER is delighted to be first in the field with it. John lpr “ag A 
Caleb Plummer, in the wild town of Woolamaloolloo, N.S.W., and, 
at a most inconvenient moment, during a passage of pathos, a 
lanky looking granger, with hay seed iu his hair, arose from his 
seat in one of the Sapenoxes, and, leaning forward with a wooden 
tray in his hand, said— 

“ Mist’ Toole, 1am *pinted by a c’mmittee o’ yer ‘Stralian frien 
to Present yer with this box o’ the fust strawb'ries o’ the season.” 

D—n you and your strawberries!" hissed Toole, for a moment 
losing his presence of mind and shoving the fellow over the foot- 
lights into the orchestra. It took both violins, the double-bass and 
the side-drum to get the infuriated delegate out quietly. At two 


| o'clock the following morning he was still watching at the stage- 


door, armed with a club, but J. L. had been carried round to his 
hotel, concealed in the big drum, and slumbered in peace and 


security. 
ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 
will be paid by Mn. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pro- 


£150 prictor of “ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY,” to the 
next-of-hin wf any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (harvey Servants 
on duty rocewen) whe shall happen to meet with his or her death 
in a Railway Accident, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY ” is published throughout the 
United Kinglom every Thursday morning at 8 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts vone week from that time, expiring at 8 v'cluck 


| the following Tharaday morning, 
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Saturday, May 2, 1891.) 
THE LAY OF THE LAUNDRESS. 


[A deputation of indignant laundresses recently waited on the Home Secretary 
to protest against their hours of work being interfered with by the new Factory 
Bills.) 


,» HERE! what's all this fuss 

about Factory Bills, 
Upsetting us slaves of 
the tub? 

And why should the Guv- 
verment put on sech 
frills, 

They don't tile like us 
for their grub 

They declares we must 
work on'y twelve 
hours a day— 

We, who mostly gets 
three days a week ! 

And 80 must work over- 
time, all on bad pay, 

Bah! they don't know 
they're born yet! — 
what cheek ! 


Then up let us rise 
And show we de- 
fies— 
Yus, defies in a ter- 
rible tone,— 
All Parliament 
Acts 
Which for us con- 
tracts— 
Let ‘em just leave our wash-tubs alone! 


“Let the GoveanmenT 
satesfere with wus tf 
vt date / We wel ¢ 

wash sor ém/"” —§R 


Them Members they fancies as they knows a lot— 
Why, all as they work is their jaws ; 
A nice thing that they're got to tell us what's what, 
And for larndrisses make mouldy laws. 
So down with such Members! their game's all a “ blind,” 
They ain't worth your notice—not they ! 
And, Jest for to give ‘em a bit of our mind, 
Well now deppytation ‘em, eh? 
Hooray ! and up let us rise, etc. 


—_———_.—___—_— 


THE 'UNTER’S ‘AT. 

SoME members of a well known sporting club were discussing 
their hunting experiences the other day, and one gentleman, in 
particular, boasted of his prowess in the pigskin. Among other 
matters, he was bragging of his immunity from croppers, and. as 
some iv proof, he presently took off his beaver, and, holding 
it out, said— 

“ Look at that, now; I ‘unted in that ‘at all last season.” 

For a moment or two the fellow addressed gazed intently into 
the “topper,” and then asked, laconically— 

“Um! did you catch many?” 


--« @LOPER’S PRESENTS. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it to :— 


ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sluperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


°," Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelupe whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” May 2nd, 1894. 
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Wan See eae eet ee 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
222nd WEEK. 


LIST FOR APRIL 18th. 
The following “ Presents” have been made :— 
1, MRs. SPICER, 21 South Wharf Road, Praed Street, 
A MARBLE CLOCE. 


2. R. F. SPIERS, 8 High Street, TUNBRIOGE WELLS. 
A PAIR OF FIELD GLASSES. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
column free of charge, provided the 
Sender's Name and Address are inclosea, 
not for publication, but as a guarantee 
of good faith. Tuotsie undertakes to 
erward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the adver- % 
tisements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


IY. aged nearly 20, dark brown hair, 

hazel eyes, medium height, fond of fun, would 
like to correspond with a gentleman, aged be- 
tween 20 and 30. If possible, please send photo, 4 
which will be returned if desired. Address— 
“Ivy,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


LONDON 


V ILLIE, young Irishman, aged 25, v 
height 5 ft. 9in., in fairly good commer- NELLIE (Aged 20). 
cial position, wishes to correspond with a young 
lady, of about the same age. with a view to matrimony. Photos exchanged. 
Address, in confidence, to “ WILLIE,” Tootsie's Matrimonial Agency. 


and Grace, aged 19, medium height, dark, good-looking, wish to correspond 
Please send photos, which 
Address—“ EpITH”™ or 


i a nd a ec gt 
NELLIE, aged 23, blue eyes, blonde, good figure, very cheerful 


and lo rraspo! 
Of strallar dlposition "Kindly Tvtons hes Tung gentleman, wall and dark. 


Matrimonial Ageusy, Kindly inclose photo, 


Address—"“ NELLIE,” Tootsie's 


re 
ACK, aged 22, tall and d i 

* 22, ark-complexiqned, considered good- 

oe apeokins, aud in good position, would Ifke red. witha ae lady 

Ploace ent ee and of an affectionate disposjtion, with a view to matrimony. 

mocial Mm os which will be returned, reas—“ JACK,” Tootsie’s Matri- 
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THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
———— 
63 ALBION RoapD, DAtston, April 17th, 1891. 
DEAR ALLY,— Many thanks for your descriptive letter on my 
character from my handwriting, which, | am bound to say, is satis- 
factory, Will you kindly, if passing our warehouse, Mr. Moss, 
No. 66 Goswell Road, call in and see the largest Mechanical Toy 
that has been imported in England, costing 1,000fr.: it is really 
marvellous. I am sure it would interest you because you like to 
have your nose in everything that is startling. 
Yours faithfully, CHAS, W. F. COOKE. 


TUDOR's NEW Circus, STOCKTON-ON-TEES, April 19th, 1891. 

DEAR SLOPER—I was agent in advance for a circus touring 
through Scotland last summer, and amongst our attractions was 
Jem Mace, for whom we had a splendid pictorial advertisement, a 
litho photo, in fighting costume, with the words, “Jem Mace, 
Champion Pugilist of the World,” upon it. I was placing one on | 
a nail in the smoke room of a commercial hotel, when the landlord 
said, “Who's that?” I replied, “Jem Mace, Champion Pugilist of 
the World.” He said, “Oh, I—I've heard of him. 1 think he’s an 
Englishman, isn't he?” “Yes.” “Ah, there's another man I've 
heard a lot about—Sims Reeves ; what's he?” 

lam, dear ALLY, yours truly, H. HEMFREY. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 59.—HE GETs H1Is OLD DuTCH CLOCK a DIVIDED Skirt, 


“UNLEss one’s in the fashion, pet, 
One's looked upon as dirt : 
So really you for me must get 
A sweet divided skirt.” 
Thus SLOPER's wife. And SLOPER moaned, 
“It must not, shall not be! 
Of hard earned brass you've lately boned 
Too much, you jade, from me, 
Why, drat your cheek ! in Passion week | 
For dress I gave to you 
(as it is written in the 2nd verse of the 54th chapter of tha Book of 
the Chronicles of the Vagaries of the Friend of Man) 
The sum of three six two!” 


But, melted by his partner's pleas, 
Anon Sir Generous cried, 
“A ‘Syrian’ robe or ‘Japanese’ 
I'll buy for you, my bride, 
If you'll resign to me the dress 
You bought at Easter-time.” 
The matron murmured, “ Yes! oh, yes!" 
And SLOPER swore sublime: 
“Then will I get for you, my pet, 
(Though forced to pawn my shirt, 
or start a bogus club, or sell Tootsie’s piano on the hire system, or 
collect income-tax from rd***is what ain't go no income), 
A rich divided skirt !” 


That day the Flower of England's Flock 
Exchanged, at Uncle’s store, 
The three pound six and twopenny frock 
For one pound six and four. 
Then, with that timely cash, he went 
To Brighton for a spree: 
4nd when the utmost cent was spent, 
“ Gadskilderkins !" quoth he, 
“T'll send my fair so rich and rare 
A Harbertonian skirt 
that the trousseau of the wealthiest patrician bride—the Sundayest, 
don’t-touch-it-est raiment of Her Majesty's Most Gracious Majesty 
—yea, the supercelestial pantomime dresses of Gus Harris— 
Will be to it as dirt!” 


By parcel post from Brighton came 
A parcel spick-and-span, 
And through the frame of SLOPER's dame 
What jovial feelings ran! 
“My darling—bless his dear old gums !— 
Has kept his vow,” she cried. 
And quivering finger-nails and thumbs 
The package soon untied. 
But when athwart her blighted heart 
The sad conviction crept 
that the divided skirt for which she had yearned with all her soul 
—of which she had boasted to all her friends—without which 
she felt that Life would be but a dustbin—was merely a pair of 
SLOPER'S cast-off inex pressibles, 
How bitterly she wept ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
CHRISTMAS APPBHAL. 


*,* Subscribers of not lessthan Half.a Crown will-receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAsT WEEK, £317 6s. Od. 
“PooR” and “ NEEDY,” 6d.; “ POSTMAN " (Maidstone), 6¢.; F.C. DROFFORD, 
18; “ LINNET,” 6d.; EDWARD EDWARDS, 18.; CHARLEY DINGLE, 8d.; SAMUEL 
TAORNE, ld.; ELLA GAY, 1s, 6d.; UNCLE BOFFIN, 5s. 7§d.; ALEXANDRY 
SLOPER, 2d.; ALLY SLOPER, Esq., 11s, 3. 
Making a total received up to April 2Ist, 1891—£348 8s, 444. 


THE MERRY MONTH OF MAY. 
Lamp of the Universe, Orbit of Light, 

Shine again, shine again beaming and bright. 
King of the Winds, in thy turreted shrine, 
Send again, send again breezes benign, 
Nature, arise ; and in gaudy array 

Greet again, greet again beautiful May ! 


Emblem of Industry, weariless bee, 

Come again, hum again over the lea. 
Emblem of Innocence, frolicsome lamb, 
Prance again, dance again, teasing your dam. 
Emblem of Gladsomeness, bird on the spray, 
Hail again, hail again beautiful May ! 


Heart of the heartless one, cheerily beat ! 
Leap again, leap again juvenile feet ! 

Glow again, glow again woesome wan cheek ! 
Heal again, heal again frame that is weak ! 
Voice of the Million, with eulogies gay 

Greet again, greet again beautiful May! 


WHAT WORRIED HIM. 

“WHatT makes you look so cut up, old man?” inquired Brown. 
“Grieving over that girl that jilted you? Never mind her! Remem- 
her there are as good fish in the sea as ever were caught.” “Oh, 
bother the girl.” ejaculated Smith. “It isn’t her I’m worrying 
over. It’s the three years’ collection of presents that she's got, and 
won't give up, that nukes me wild.” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A CHAPEL where there's plenty of work for evangelists—White- 


chapel. 

“ BR,” said the Spring Poet, as he slid gracefully off the tip of 
SLOPER'S elevens, “sir, it is a delusion and a snare to call this den 
of lions ‘Shoe Lane.’ S'blood! it is Hob-nailed-boot Lane.” 

Why was Job, during his attliction, pretty comfortable after all? 
Because it is recorded that he “sat upon” a Zophar. 

THE RISING SoN—Alexandry.—He's getting almost as tall as 
his daddv. 

THE BEGINNING OF THE SUMMER—“ Simple Addition.” 
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SLOPER'S SSLECT LIBRARY. 
BOLDEROCK. 


(A RoMAUNT OF YE OLDEY TyMeE.) 


ae 
CHAPTER II.—( Continued.) 

OF late she had noticed that the neighbouring gentry had not been 

so civil asin former times, Could it be that a rumour of her father's 

straitened circumstances had got abroad? = It was undoubtedly so, 


“Why is our loved ludy sad?" 


It flashed across her mind that at the recent gentle and joyous 
tourney the gallant De Vitroil had presented a box of chocolate 
creams to the Lady Jane of Brocklebury, and had never epoken to 
her. No opportunity of explanation had been afforded, for the 
Baron de Clamshell had bored a hole into De Vitroil next day in 
the progress of the joust, and De Vitroil had carried the reasons 
for his coldness to another world, 

The Lady Mary Ann sighed as she thought of De Vitroil. He 
was a goodly youth and gallant, but the fact that they had buried 
him spoiled him as possible matrimonial material. 

“Gramercy !" cried one of the maidens, as she lifted her eyes 
from the off-hind heel of a remarkable horse she was working into 
the tapestry. “Gramercy! Why is our loved Lady sad? Let us 
have in the minstrel, that he may sing a song to cheer her withal.” 

“Tis well, Jane,” said Lady Mary Ann; “let him be called. I 
wish uot that you should be weary use I am sad.” 

Jane waited no second bidding, but, going to the narrow window 
of the room, she 
shouted, “ What 
ho, Warder! kick 
me that drunken 
minstrel till he 
wakes, and bid 
him come here to 
cheer my Lady; 
and I want none 
of your imperence, 
Mr. Warder,” she 
added, as the 
doughty  knave 
closed one eye 
abruptly foran in- 
stant, and then 
wafted a kiss to- 
wards the inaiden, 
who was comely 
to look upon. 

The azed min- 
strel presently 
ente the apart- 
ment and greeted 
the Lady Mary 
Ann with a lowly 
bow, followed by 
a ternal wink 
which he bestowed 
upon her maidens, 
Having tightened 
the catgut, he 
swept his fingers . 
over the harp, producing a wild gust of melody, and then, in a voice 
husky with poetic frenzy and recent brandy, he wailed forth, toa 
soft, sad melody, “The Legend of a Maiden of High Degree.” 


I sing of a maiden of high degree, 

Whose lordly pa was quite up a tree; 

She loved a youth—a goodly knight— 

Ran a Sunday school, and never got tight ; 
Ho, ho, ho! he, he, he! 

A maiden fair of high degree. 

One day he bought a helmet new, 

Which shut with a patent adjustable screw ; 

The armourer thought he had fixed it right, 

But, alack ! he'd twisted that screw too tight. 
Ho, ho, ho! he, he, he! 

A maiden fair of high degree. 


sg, a as he might, he couldn't get 

oose 5 

They tried to unlimber him—'twas no 
use, 

Through the vizor they fed him with 
grated toast, 

But ere the month finished he gave up 
the ghost. 

And so did she— 
The maiden fair of high degree. 
% The debt-bur- 

dened parent 
in grief was 


sunk ; 
He called fora 
drink and he 
very 


Watled a soft, sad melody. 


creditors, 
kicked off his 
shoes, 

And died in his 
bed in a tit of 
the blues. 

Ho, ho, ho! 
: he, he, he! 

Ka A most satisfac- 

— tory felo de se. 


“Let the min- 
strel have a lar- 
esse,” said the 
wady Mary Ann, 
“and let it be ampie. He has aung a ead strain; but let him not be 
sad for lack of our bounty. Give him twopence and the heel of 
yesterday's loaf. The exponent of song deserves reward.” 
Then she swept haughtily from the apartment. 
(To be continued next week.) 


Swept haughtily from the apartment. 
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SHE WAXED INDIGNANT. 


THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


EVENING SPECIAL. 

Ultimatum of the Portie).—* Blow the—(/ac)—pave- 
mensh !" muttered Buggies; “ why don'tsh they—(Ate) — 
— it level? Shall write to thesh newspapersh about 

it—(hte).” 


. wre? 
“em 
10 acreage + 
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a. 
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No. 201.—CHANG-TU-SING, F.O.S. 
“It was with the greatest difficulty that we managed toohbtain 


Siclie (> iN \mcmeoeun’ 


>? 

the following meagre particulars connected with the career of - ‘i * Swell fennel Meld lal eu Sheth auimal! 
the celebrated Chinese giant, whose portrait can be observed by First Swett, What a charming little thing, Alf!—such splendid action and so full of life. By Jove! how I Told him tight beet Told bins tight ! 8 
ue renee baht Sondeessrul tcicam ie Optio’ spores Owing should like to have her in my dog-cart for a few hours, I'd put lur through Ler paces. Smalt Boy. All right, guv'nor; but keep near him, and 

se et tha 1 Bi adder, with which we wet rovi % 
proved all too short for our purpose, much “of the iver: [Vo wonder Grace was indignant, who wouldn't have been ?—and——but wait, were they don Swale oe oe Ee seas ee sot cairn 
tion of our hero wasted its sweetness in the desert air. Chang- talking of her or the mare standing close by? veh ithe Gen cavaae: zoure ngic 
tu-Sing, curiously enough, was remarkable in his boyhood for 


his diminutive on) pat being Apprentice’ by his father to a 
market gardener in the neighbourhood of Oki Poki, he wandered 
one day into one of the forcing houses, and the heat overcoming TH E GALOPSH U Ss GOAT AN D H1 Ss G LEESOM E GAM BOLS. 
him, fell asleep upon the floor, Great was his astonishment, upon 
awakening, to find that he had increased in height to such an 
extent that he could not even sit up, but had to he removed 
lengthways from the hothouse which had worked so inarvellous 
achange. He, of course, threw up his employment, and put 
himself into communication with Hu Jai Didd Kott, the cele- 
brated Chinese music tail and theatrical agent, who ut once 
rocuret hiua an engagement at the London Pavilion at a fabu- 
wus salary. Chiefly becais+ he's attained the height of lis 
ambition, he was created F.0.5. and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him March 24ih, 1X91."—Debrett Improved, 


“ But mirth has turned to melancholy 
Since Tom has gone aloft.” 


(1). “*Armless as a babby, boss; and cheap at a quid.” (“Won't Tommy be 
Pleased !" said Jones.)——(2). ‘Armless, but not legless, as Billy soon showed, and 
Tommy was not pleased.—(3). “I'll hold his horns, Tommy, while you get on his 
back.” “Right, dad,” responded Tommy. —— (4). “Oh, lor’!” ejaculated dad. 


“Crumbs!” murmured Tommy.—(5). “You go and fetch the man I bought him 
of, and tell him he can have him back at his own price—or for nothing, for the 
matter of that.”——(6). “Can't Lh dalaea than half a dollar for him, boss, he's so 
knocked about ; you must ‘ave used ‘ard—werry ‘ard.” 


SPRING DELIGHTS. OBSTRUCTION. 
SaaS?) 


iG phd 
Hl wnat 


i 


Vagrant. Six months’ because I have no lodging ? 
Barrister. Now you have one. . “Like first-class, ain't it? And ain't this yeree jolly fine spring ?" 
Vagrant. If I have one, why don't they let me go to it ? “a jolly bad Spring this year, I'm thinking.” 

BL 


